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again; and the effect always reminds you of Mr Herbert Camp-
bell, and never of Donner.

Isaye's performance of Wieniawski's concerto in D, of a Bach
fugue and prelude, and of Saint-Saens's Rondo Capriccioso, gave
a tolerably comprehensive display of his extraordinary accom-
plishments as a violinist. His terrific technique, his fondness for
the intensely French Saint-Saens, his self-assertiveness, his readi-
ness to sacrifice higher artistic qualities to the speed of a dazzlingly
impossible presto, his combination of a Latin finesse of execution
with a German solidity of tone, and occasionally with a German
obtuseness of intonation, all stamp his share of original sin as
distinctively Belgian. That is not altogether a compliment: the
nation which municipalized the Wiertz Museum has a good deal
to apologize for in the way of art; but Isaye's individual force is
of European volume: he is Sarasate's only serious rival among
players of his own generation. We seem to be waking up but
slowly to the idea that he is anyone in particular; but we will
compensate him by making an idol of him years after he has lost
all claim to that distinction. His selection of the Bach fugue may
have -been partly prompted by our habit of saying that nobody
can play Bach but Joachim.

Isaye's power of polyph'onic playing enables him to challenge
any comparison on this score as far as technical mastery goes.
For the rest, one need not commit the folly of making the one
man a standard for the other, especially in view of the admirable
performances with which Joachim has this year retrieved the one
or two unlucky occasions on which he did himself some in-
justice in 1890 over Bach; but there is no harm in coupling the
two names for the purpose of discouraging the people who are
never satisfied until they have hall-marked somebody as the best
player in the world. There is no such thing as the best player in
the world, never was, and never will be, unless music falls so far
out of cultivation that some one-eared person can claim the
throne of the kingdom of the deaf. The rest of the program was
of no special interest Madame Emily Squire gave us one of those
airs from La Clemenza di Tito, which anybody with the requisite
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